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Author's Notes: 
Implied slash. 


Dave woke up with a start. He'd dreamed of Cliff again. His hands, his face, his long brown hair.. 


Though it was the wee hours of the morring, try as he might he could not go back to sleep. Something, he 


wasn't sure what, nagged at the back of his mind and would not allow him to relax. 


Dave pushed the wavy red hair out of his eyes and got a beer from the fridge. He sat down at the table, 


turning on the radio and smiling when he heard one of his favorite songs. But he was sad deep inside. 


How he missed Cliff. Dave wished he'd never been kicked out of Metallica, then he could be close to Cliff 
always. He was his best friend, his lover, almost a father figure even though he was younger than Dave. He 
seemed more mature, less worldly, and he knew that there was more to life beyond the simple troubles they 
faced. They visited each other while not on tour, but this wasn't often. However, Cliff would not allow their 
bond to break. 


Cliff didn't want him to leave. He begged and pleaded and eventually fought with James, urging him to let it go 
and let Dave stay. But James was highly pissed, and he vowed never to allow Dave back in the band. This would 
form a rivalry that lasted decades. 


And the band was away in Europe, playing shows for people who likely couldn't understand the lyrics. The lyrics 
Dave had fucking wrote, that he got no credit for. 


Just as the music was interrupted by the voice of the DJ Dave took a long swig of beer. He nearly spit it out 
when he heard what the DJ had to say. 


"Cliff Burton, bassist of the band Metallica, has died in a traffic accident earlier this morning. The driver claims 


to have lost control and slid on black ice when the bus tipped over, crushing Burton and-" 


Dave shut off the radio and pinched himself, hard. This had to be a dream. No way. No way could this be true. 


Cliff had promised never to leave him! 


He paced restlessly, panicking, hoping this was all some cruel joke. But when he gathered the strength to turn 
the radio back on, the story repeated itself, and he crumpled to the floor and wept. 


"You said you'd never leave mel" Dave screamed. "You promised! | finally found somebody | could love and then 


you're taken away from me.. why.. why." 


The sadness nearly broke him. But he knew he had to go on Cliff wouldn't have wanted Dave to stop living, 
stop playing music. 


He couldn't quit. So he showed up for band practice the very next day, with guitar in hand, as if nothing had 
happened, and wrote a song for Cliff. 


KKE% 
30 Years Later 


Dave stood backstage and opened his guitar case, smirking at his reflection in the shiny finish. He remembered 
a time when this face was smooth and young, free of wrinkles and without blemish, when this hair was not 


speckled with gray here and there, when his hands didn't cramp while playing guitar. 


But like fine wine, his wife and friends insisted he had improved with age, and he believed it. He was no longer 
the brash, unthinking youth who cared little for his safety. He'd been close to death, and now he valued life. He 
had two beautiful children whom he loved more than he ever thought possible. 


He remembered a time when Cliff was beside him, when James was still his friend, when he didn't feel so alone. 


But maybe this was all meant to be, and it had made him a better person 


Dave lifted the guitar from its case and slung the strap around his neck, ready to go out on stage. A folded 
paper fluttered to the floor and caught his attention. 


Slowly Dave bent to pick it up and unfolded it. Maybe it was a sweet note from his wife, a reminder to pick up 
eggs at the grocery store. But the handwriting was not her neat cursive. It was not even in a color of ink he'd 
seen before. It was instead a familiar scrawl, not his own, in a strange pearly-opal shade that changed color 


depending on the light. 
Dear Dave, 


| have watched you grow. | have seen you change, and you've done well. My death was an accident, as Im sure 


you know, and if | could have prevented it, | would 


l love you, Dave. You may not know if, but through the good times and the bad, | have been by your side. | never 
left you. | only left this earth, and one day | shall return, in a new body with a new name. 


James is a decent man He is sorry for any pain he caused, and soon he will approach you and want fo make up. 
Megadeth and Metallica are both great bands, and the rivalry pains me. But dont go to him; he will come to you 
when he's ready, 


May your future be bright and your spirit ready to face whats ahead Whenever you need me, all you have to do 
is ask, and | will be there. 


Love, Cliff 
Dave smiled and felt tears of joy come to his eyes. He wiped them with his sleeve and tucked the note into his 


pocket, then headed towards the stage, more excited than he had ever been before. The cheers of a million 
fans greeted him, and he thought he heard Cliff's voice among them... 


